





you can have it all. a world united. a sea of smiling faces. feel the 
ever-hurt wash out of you as you soak in the warm waters of LSM. 


remember. we love you. and there is only peace. 
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Longing to have myself nestled. and suspended in her fluid, 
where | feel nothing but pure pure peace, our two heartbeats 
In unison pounding and echoing through my thinly skinned 
body. | will claw myself back to this ultimate pleasure by force. 


Every waking moment live spent in discomfort. 
Ranging from torrents of misery, to minor specks 
that do nothing but sully and insult the memory 

of this perfect state, as if taunting me 
for my forced|expulsion from heaven. 


But now | can taste the sweet comfort of her naturally 
lubed walls and endulge myself in the joy of sliding and 
squeezing myself through her tight nostalgic canal 
Like. back then, a dampened baw rings in the back of my head, 
now tainted by preconceived/notions of reasons to scream. 


The stench! that reeks inside of a body. 

The wet humid mist that/could only exist inside of her. 
This feeling of touch gracing every surface and orifice of 
my slimy body, It's her reward to me for enduring life. 
Like a fly laying eggs, | plant my maggot self 
Inside her unwilling body. 

After all I've endured, | return from exile. It is my right. 





I am going to fucking eat you 
(a love sonnet) 


lam going to fucking eat you 

Not metaphorically. | want to p-ouge 

Out your eyes and consume them so you can 
See how disgusting I am inside 

Witness the flytrap blood-bells and white cells 
As they turn on their host and ferment 

Lust into excreted sight. I will vomit 

Your csophagus into a pile 

Of our conjoined excrement, then orgasm 
From every pungent pore a sated cry; 
Necrophageouphilia in extremis; 

Just a really great way to say I love you. 

I will descant a frothing sonnet 

A treatise on your pulchritudinous flesh 
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F.I.M.C. 


‘All hail the king, kiss the ring, walking out on all fours 
Assails the failed Ms. Qing: emancipated whores 

Heifer-sired pupils hiding bread and butter, prét-a-porter 
Up-shaft movements, sliding vertically dormant on ‘er 
Upskirt cam gone hurt her soul size, handfuls 

Horny-ass hons faux-empathize, dismantled 

Lolling tongues pose challenges 

Rolling dung vestiges 

Pepperidge Farm families, fat moms and twenty grandkidses* 
Locked away Fume Knight got a sword like humongous 

And now locker room boys tryna whore up to him (yeah, with fungus) 
All kill the queen, an ill genetic meme: 

Get your pedo scene, head away, courtesy of Korine 

Hide, run and sin, out with lead and the Real McCoy 
“Dine-and-done-in chowderhead, deploy the decoy!” 

Donned in Chuck Taylors, wannabe-Nuck failures, loudhailers 
Contrarers,** them who dare to waver semiquavers 

Newly branded cattle walk in higher hordes, decked in Gucci 
Who he landed battle with the fire-lord, Kagu-Tsuchi 

‘cias prestige, snakes a-rattle, siege the Roman capital 
Haw-yee, mans’s preaching sin to make it happen, y’all 
Franco-’talian worship autofellates, twenty four 


Payol’-battalion radio procreates, evermore —’ 


* Sic. 


** Ut supra. 
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Possession 


church bells near my house. 

i’d always wanted to do it. see 

how it felt. 

frost/grip around the way 

until it stopped. wet pounding until 
it was over. then? 


the morning after was a crowd of shimmering mist, 
as the one before, and nothing had changed; 
empty, empty. the wry and knowing 

bells wouldn’t send me away 

down the river, 

where simple mallards ruffled speckled 

feathers the morning after. 


going about their little lives. oft-sung in choir, 
pale young boys with haystack hair 
dodging the father’s loving stare. 


low mist murmuring rumours 
and twitching corvians linger 
upon the carrion boughs 
aes the river’s bloat 


and found not long ofter, 

what did they say, 

and how did they feel— 

no concern. 

i’d always wanted to know 

how it felt. icen shards gathering on leather, 
rubbed away by clutching hands, 

but too late. 


and with your harvested lock of hair i feel i know you. 
perhaps even love you. i had my eye on you. 
and i have you forever, now. 

you are immortal. 


they cry, of course. but none 
can utter what it was that brought the stars to earth, 
even in the wind-wailing church. 


SO soon, SO soon. 
but they do not know that 
you are immortal, now. 


going about my own little life. still sing in choir, 
joining other boys like me, skinny, 

poorly-read, with blonde sheafs atop our heads, 
avoid the father’s loving touch, 

when i can. 
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Kodoku 


Sixteen living thorax-beasts in your hand 

Funnel them into the jar, and ‘seal it absolute 
In days to come you watch them tear 

Each other apart, untilsonly one‘remains. 























Bless the beast. of glowing\end, 
Let my own worst enemy suffer 
What they wrought unto me. Dakini, 
Flesh to consume, give thanks. 


Damp cloths; growing mildew; spreads 
To the walls, and under the floorboards. 
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Your shoulder. Compound sight, contusions 
Of glossy night, familiar to a wretch. Wonder: 
You won't die alone, after all. 


All my life I have seen suffering, 
The worst this world contains, 
Which is its own aleph. Dakini, 

Capitulated god, fox-spirit. 


Maggots crawl upon your erstwhile flesh, 
Feasting upon your lonely remains, sealed 
Within, your living tomb. 


Dakini, 1 am unborn through the cosmos, 
Released from earthly strife, and Chaos. 
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Expertly Prepared Corpse 


Turning to pick up a pile of ash 

Of my former home. It falls through 
My fingers, reminds me of days 
With my family at the beach, 

When I’d build a sandcastle— 

Or ten— connect them all 

Together by an extensive, 

Complex floodgate and tunnel 
System— so as the tide came 

Into them, the pipes would burst, NT AMAL 
The finely-honed structures 
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Would collapse into themselves— 

I would watch with a grin on my face, 

So overjoyed to see my work undone, 

So very happy to see something beautiful 
Fall apart: a feeling like no other; 

J TK 
The ash falls through my fingers. 
Reminds me of the day, two years ago, 
A delectable (hate that word) dish 

I’d put together over hours 

Of preparation and progress (etc.)— 

I laid it to rest on the table 

Until it was swarming with flies; 


My home was arranged expertly 

With my exhibitions and artistic trinkets 
My paintings and chalk portraits 

Of family and friends since passed (dead)— 
I took time making a house a home, 

A work of beauty, a work of art. 


Inside the ashen statues and charred furniture 
They will find my expertly prepared corpse 

And I will walk free of this unasked-for structure 
Into a series of complex tunnels of sand, 
Beneath the sea, constructed not by you or me, 
But by the hands of ghosts of beautiful things— 
Sleeping now in sea, and flies, and ash. 
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WE HAVE TO ENACT BEAUTIFUL GUN-SAFETY PROTOCOL TO 
ENRICH ABILITIES OF PEACE AND JUSTICE. HAPPINESS AND 
LOVE COMES TO THOSE WHO BRING VIRTUE TO THEIR GUNPLAY. 
WHEN YOU BRING THE GUN YOU DO SO IN THE NAME OF PEACE. 
EVERY DEATH WILL BRING US CLOSER TO A PERFECT UNITED 
WORLD. THERE IS NO SUCH THING AS A CIVILIAN CASUALTY AS 
THERE IS NO SUCH THING AS A CIVILIAN. 

EVERY MAN WOMAN AND CHILD IS A MONSTER OF WAR WHO 
NEED TO BE LIBERATED WITH GUN. WE CAN FIX THE WRONG 
THEY THINK WITH A SWIFT HAND AND PURE HEART. THE 
SAFETY OF GUNHOOD IS RELIANT ON THE WIELDER. 

TOGETHER JOINED WE CARVE OUT A WORLD OF PEACE FROM 
THE MUCK AND GRIME. WE WILL HAVE PEACE NO MATTER WHO 
HAS TO DIE FOR IT. 


-Sgt Harris Redd of The International Love Corps 


HIGH FASHION, LOW TIDES 


ALL FASHION becomes outdated twice. Once for the consumer, and once for the 
Consumer: the audience, the society of said audience, the culture of said society. Your new shirt 
will eventually get too tight for comfort, and in due time, the tides will have changed with the rest 
of the world around you, and it will become too uncomfortable for everyone else. In this way, 
fashion is disposable twofold; it dies twice, once as the product, and once as the idea. But there is 
a way to skirt around this fate, one which is very obvious and subconsciously rooted into the mind 
of any N.Y.C. tourist who has gotten lost on Fifth Avenue at least once. 

The golden allure, the tall glass panes separating luxury from dreg heaps of the street, the 
soft pastel colors of soft fabric, all these elements of high fashion are unmistakable and 
inseparable. They are also usually indistinguishable from their competitors. They’re names which 
themselves become a sort of branding for fashionheads, walking around the streets like cattle 
herded by some Belgian you’ve-probably-never-heard-of-them designer. And so to the laymen and 
-women of the audience, of which I was one until the writing of this essay began, these are just 
eyesore commodities. Like, they just put high fashion stores in malls to fill up space and have high 
price tags. Surely, now, no one in their right mind living up a le tout-Paris- or -Milan- or -Los 
Angeles-life actually pays upwards of numerous thousands of USD or EUR just to look just as fine 
as your average street slob. So what — 

(There is a sort of interesting contradiction in how this fashion works on a level of 
verisimilitude; traditional conservatives with conservative outlooks of lifestyle and décor will 
likely be disgusted by a lot of the excess these luxury brands provide outside of shit that’s hard to 
mess up like handbags, and so most of their marketing campaigns strive for a sort of common 
progressive inclusivity, but I cannot name a single person who would be so —) 

— are these people thinking? 

Not much, though they’d like to think so. 

High fashion, as we see it on gala runways and in uncomfortable closeups in bus stop 
stations, is “justified” by excess. Justified in quotes. I would not be able to stand the reader 
thinking I justify it so. High fashion is meant to be a sort of artistic “bestretcheningation” of what 
appears in real fashion. Human fashion. This doesn’t really make it any better, or less wasteful, or 
less awful and garbage. But I guess that’s the shallow idea these gaudy colorways and styles 
spring from. And street dregs with apparently great income from an undisclosed location eat it 
up. 

But as much as I've been critiquing this garbage-fashion-qua-worth-or-sort-of-status 
complex which a lot of these luxury brand obsessed nimrods employ as they numbly drool all 
over their abhorrent variegated (note to editor: insert any one of many eponymously-derived 
brand names here) knitwear and denim and jewelry and glorified carpal sundials, I can't deny that 
there is a certain allure to luxury brands, something captivating about these supposedly high 
class goods which entices me and causes me to want to hunt down every last entry in said brands’ 
catalogues and imagine a world in which I walk down the street, basically an advertisement 
incarnate for various Franco-Italian megacorporations aimed at vocal-fry-ridden fashionistas/-os, 
as people ogle at my wonderful opulent fabric. And so my greatest fear is that in ten years, after 
probably having over a couple years’ worth of my own steady income as an adult and — 


(— ideologically disfigured so as to be both a progressive advocate and a prodigal paypig 
for these imported leather goods brands. Who is actually buying this stuff aside from socialites in 
the public eye who have a politically and mercernarilly charged public image to uphold? I don’t 
really know the type, but I know one exists. They’re easy to spot on the street, since they’re 
usually begging to be noticed. Oh, how it hurts to see them acting so nonchalantly, like they aren’t 
internally screaming for people to see —) 

— finally being able to participate in the consumerspace, my mind will devolve into Gucci, 
Versace, BVLGARI, Dior, Jimmy Choo, Prada, Rolex, Burberry, Tiffany & Co., Valentino, Chanel, 
etc. logos blurrily and aimlessly floating around like black, seriffed eye floaters, and when they hit 
the walls of my neurocranium they’re going to bounce off at a 90°-trajectory like the colorful DVD 
icon from the idle television sets of yore. My tangible proof of ultimate fashion-materialism will 
be comprised of faux-gilded boots and mid-nineteenth-century style opera gloves juxtaposed 
against neon sweater vests with roses and somewhat Paracas-Nazca-like figures in some vain 
attempt at just plain goofy and personable irony, because that’s what high fashion in the grimy, 
rat-infested city (i.e. America’s eternal squalor) really says about you, that you’ve got this — 

(— them. And I’m sure most sensible people feel their inner soul slightly waver when they 
see the adjectival gucci outside its nomen proprium, capitalized form. Ingraining brand names 
into widespread urban lexica has to be an advertiser’s wet dream — think Q-tip but broader and 
like being placed next to any word as if it were of equal etymological worth — and once you 
achieve it, there’s not much left you have to do. Most people in any urban developed area will 
know the usage that I’m referencing. Willing advertising by the populace, doing the agencies’ 
work themselves.) 

— sense of superiority and think it’s sort of cheeky to wear a generic logo with some 
vaguely European initials-turned-classic-motif tessellate in a hexagonal lattice on it. But then... 

I remember last week sort of fading in and out of sleep while I was down in Copley Center 
on Huntington Ave. in Boston, my home, and while waiting for the T (Metro, subway, etc.) after it 
had in some way malfunctioned nine (9) stops down the way, I decided to explore the various 
luxury stores which I had previously treated like paper displays of themselves which no one ever 
actually entered. They had a Gucci location there. I went in and looked around and generally 
scoffed at everything for all my aforewritten reasons, and then I saw a pair of these sort of 
equestrian boots. My eyes watered and I picture myself now looking at them in the store, 
kneeling on the carpet, praying to them and worshipping them. To have worn them even for a 
second would’ve been amazing. They were around 1.3K USD, and in my grand stupor and delusion 
I looked at the heels (upon which GUCCI was either erected or engraved in gilded lettering) and 
promised to myself I’d do whatever it takes to get my slimy plebeian ephebic hands on them at 
some point. Perhaps that’s what drives the various extravagant subway-surfers I see at least one 
of whenever I travel trans-city: a real American sense of materialism from every empty show and 
movie and song and photographs and we’ve collectively consumed; and perhaps my fate is sealed, 
no matter how much I try to rationalize myself, as a materialistic whore for leather 
consumerism. Sometimes I think that life wouldn’t be so bad, probably less painful than living 
cynically and hating everything, which is the path I’m on now. But I’ve never been there, and it’s 
probably an empty, hollow existence. 
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Orphan of Man 






Lavaged lungs laid out, you breathe 
Through tubes force-fed tar 

Your heart is kept in a mason jar 

| will pickle your remains 

Orphan of Man 
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These are my tools you poor fuck 

With each removal eye socket carnage 
| declare to wear your ugly face 

| hear your lonely cries 

Orphan of Man 
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Carneous strips still hanging from bones 
You sad little bastard child so fated 

To meet the God of your creation 

| will fuck your breathing corpse 

Orphan of Man 


Each last a funny joke beyond space 
Filtered beyond life’s carapace 

This is all that remains, you and 

I— together inside each other 
Orphan of Man 
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Blackened crust of orphan’s cunt 
No worse than the severed penis 
That reaches out between the lips 
| only wish to make you whole 
Orphan of Man 
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Take off a limb... mine, or yours? 
We are both, orphan. It is only we. 
Surgeon, teacher, carer, mother 
sister, father, brother, and they who 
Disassemble the child unwanted 

And lay it bare before the hungry eyes 
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i Ss, And lay it out for the masticating maw 
f And let it rot for the scent of smell 
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We lie in broken loving embrace 
Blooming as a Carnal rose 

My dearest friend 

Orphan of Man 
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Finality, At Last, and Complete 


In finality, it was an honour to stand by you: 
Sela to the seraph— sealed apotheosis— 
Hermetic and with no trappings—! 
Caught! Lost! Heralded between your eyes—! 
How circled! Round!— Can you all not see?! 
At once, we leave the stage 
That was all the story ever was, of CHANCE: 
What luck, what fate and fortune’s tomfool! 
From tightening your mask and dress 
To silent, silent, sincere silence on set!— 
Goodness, spherical thrice over!— 

To look into the wild amber yonder 
And declare that your eyes are not caught 
By the sun, but that the sun is caught by them! 
Deified !—! Strained to a etek pedestal 
A chosen care struck and shaven of marble 
Into the final, last, final shattering of fantasy!— 
| gave you a labyrinth— ‘tis up to you to use it!— 
(If thou'st Time to rememb'r ‘mongst the memorys) 
In finality, it was an honour to serve 
As a sole shade of your lonely heart 
For but an hour in sun’s penance 
Whilst wind and leaves ensconced 
And we caught ourselves— 


Take this final silent statement as evidence 
That | have lived a life complicated and honest 
And have delivered you unto blessed fields: 


O! | am raised on high! 
In finality, | witnessed you in white— 


Standing amongst your kin and kith— 
Angel of Snow, and Fire, and Light— 
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Marinsid, Burning Soul of the Sun 
-make u healthy 


https://longshoremen.itch.io/ 
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